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One of my greatest treats used to be when my
mother told Nana and me to come and fetch her at
the hairdressers. The fashionable coiffeur of that
day was Signor Pasquali, who had married a Paris-
ienne, whose father was one of the tip-top hairdressers
in Paris. It was Signor Pasquali who always attended
personally Queen Margherita. Madame Pasquali was
a well-known personality, very regal in her manner,
and very interesting to talk to. Because of my
dark short curls, which somewhat resembled a
French poodle's, I was nicknamed " Tootoo/' a
name which has stuck to me to this day. The
Pasquali's establishment used to be in the Via
Condotti; the street so well known to foreigners for
shops selling Roman silks, and Roman jewellery.
On entering the Pasquali salon, Madame Pasquali
herself used to come towards me, and offer me either
a small cake of soap or a tiny sample bottle of
scent, saying to me : " Un petit cadeau pour le joli
Tootoo bouclt." (A tiny present for the pretty curly
Tootoo.) We would then go into the cubicle where
my mother was having her hair done. In those days
women's long hair was beautifully dressed. There
were no machine dryers of any kind, so when one's
hair was shampooed it always had to be dried by
hand; the process being that, after rubbing the head
with a few warm towels, the assistant used to hold
out the ends of the hair with one hand, whilst
fanning it with a paper fan with the other. If the
client was in a great hurry, two assistants were
employed. What fascinated me was watching
Mama's beautiful fair hair, waving in the air like
golden threads, whilst the fans were wafting to and
fro.